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AN OXFORD ELEGIE. 


Or a Þallacy put upon Death by our moſt Gracious Prince and Soveraign,Ou1 v t 
Lorxy PreTECTOR of England, Scotland,and Ireland, 
and the Dominions belonging therennto. 


Serius in c&los utinam rediifſet, 


Mid'ſt ſuch Sorrow, what pen can be dry ? 
And drop no tear intoan Elegy s 
He that abſtains through p—_ winter's ſmart, 
May know his Inck's not frozen, but his heart * 
Were paper wanting, Preſs, and ſuch ſupplies, 
I'de publiſh forth my griet in ſobsand fighs. 
Weep, weep,my friends,and ſeeing a Cloud is burl'd, 
To Muffle up with night our Brittiſh world : 
Let's open wide the Sluces, drench our brain, 
And prove that this our Cloud is full of rain, 
His Highneſs now lyes under S2gittarsy, 
And ſhall not weſit under moiſt Aquarizs f 
It that our ſpring fails with the watry ſtore, 
Let's drop two eyes, inſtead of two tears more. 
The glittering light of Heaven, the Sur, 
Hath put his Mourning Cloke, and dark Suit on : 
With Foggs and Miſts Invelloping his Rayes, 
And drowning, ever fince-our Nights and Days, 
With rainy weepings, Heaven doth Simpathize, 
The Sun cloſe mourner keeps withiat he sktes 3 
All Creatures ſeem to ſay for ſuch a loſs, 
For ever England's Arms may bear the Croſs. 
And whereas it hath Argent been till now, 
Hence forth convert it toa Sable Hue. 
In Naturalls, and Politicks we read, 
What danger 'tis, to Chop and Change the Head: 
When once our Head, begins to ake or {wim, 
We find decays and walts in every limb - 
In ſuch a juncture all our body ſtands, 
The Crown gives vrrtue to both leggs and hands, 
S So hethrough every Vain of th* Common-wealth, 
Glided along, and temper'd it to health. 
As g-nerall head he influenc'd our hands 
To Fight and Conquer at his own Commands : 
As for his enemies, his Noble Blood, 
So influenc'd their Heels, they never ſtood. 
The Scotifh Rout, and Dxzbarr's famous Fight, 
Wherein there was no Colour left for Flight - 
Witneſs the Terror carryed in his Name, 
Whilſt they for fear tnade uſe for wings of Fame. 
Me thipks I readin every Flzg a Verſe, 
Which all rhe letters of his name R<herſe, 
T hoſe Mottoves which expreſt bis lteely breath, 
Turn now to Epithaph's and ſpeak his death, 
-Secing he, our ite is dead, then let's dye all, 
To make our Prince, a greater Funerall. 
What greater grief, What more lamented Urne? 
Then that where Prince a op'e jointly burn - 
Gather his Aſhex, gather all his Train, 


No leſs a Grave will ſerve, then England's plain, 
Sure Oliver that dyedin every place, 

Cannot Intombed be in ten foot ſpace. 

[f that be true, thatdying men ſtretch out, 

Sure he by now, the World Surrounds abour. 

W hat though his Body here, contradted lyes, 

The Greacneſs of his Sox! fills up the Skies. 

His Koga'l Burden wouid weigh down the Sphear, 
Had He not left his So an Atlas here, 

It Hercules made Heaven's Supporter groan, 

Sure Crowwell's weight will quickly preſs it dowa : 
Shoar up then gracious Sir, let it appear, 

That only Cromwell, can a Cromwell bear, 

Duke Hamilton, and Worc'ter him diſplay, 

The one his head the other loſt the day. 

Methinks I hear how Drum and Trumpet ſcunds, 
And ſee him dig his way through blood & wounds, 
A Paradox to moſt, Peace making Warrs, 

A healing ſword, and reconciling jarrs 

He always exerciſed ; ſuch ſkill had he 

To bring us out of diſcord harmony. 

Beyond the Line, upon the foaming Main, 

He wafted ore Old England to New Spain. 

To Flawnders then he rides, Where Auitrian John, 
Hath little left beltdes his Title Dom. 

Had not the Fates him hurried ſo ſoon, 

The Triple Crown had fel), and Twrkiſh Moon : 

This had Eclipſed been, that brought ſo low, 

His Holineſſe had ſu'd to kiſs his Toe. 

But death the Princes, and the Peaſants fate, 

Caſt up his years, as lo'thto come too late, 

Shee thook him, and as often as ſhee hit, 

Shee put three Nations in an Ague fit. 

Hee's gone, Hee's gone. Lament, lament my verſe, 
And drownd thy ſelf in tears, upon his Herlſe. 


* And after that Solemnity is done, 


DireG thy feet unto his Princely Son, 

That as he bears the antient CKoM wELL $name, 
Hee'l pillar up, the antient CRoMwELLs Fame, 
And though his Father, and our Father's gone, 

We till ſhall boaſt, We are not left alone. 

Your head, and hearts as good, Your fathers Grace 
Methinks I ſee ſhine brighter, in your face. 

Were wenottold, that RiCHAaRD was your Name, 
No change had been, for CRoMwELL is the ſame. 
Without an Hereſe believe we al), 

The fouls TraduGion Pithagoricall. 


T. M. F.C. Of Oxford. 37. 


ws 


